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CHAPTER XV.

—_—

Life at the offlce went on much the |
way it had always gone.

In spite of their high resolve, there '

was a very measurable degree of the
furtlve in their meetings. In essence,
these meetings were stolen, They did
not ride out brazenly together in the
face of the world. On the contrary,
they met always unobserved, she rid-
ing across the many-gated backroad

from Berkeley to meet him halfway.

Nor did they ride on any save unfre-
quented roads, preferring to cross the

second range of hills and travel among |

& church-going farmer folk who ‘would |
scarcely have recognized even Day—
light from his newspaper photographs
He found Dede a‘good horsewoman—
&owd not merely In riding, but in en-
idurance. There were days when they
wovered sixty, seventy, and
E{ghty miles; nor did Dede ever claim

ny day too long, nor—another strong

‘hardest day ever see
chafe of the chestnut sorrel’s back.
“A sure enough hummer,” was Day-
light’s stereotyped but ever enthuslas-
itle verdict to himself.

His lifelong fear of woman had orig-
inated out of nonunderstanding and

had also prevented him from reaching !
Dede on horse- |

any understanding.
back, Dede gathering poppies
.summer hillside, Dede taking down
dictation In her swift
strokes—all this was comprehensible

to him. But he did not know the |

Dede who so quickly changed from

mood to mood, the Dede who refused |

steadfastly to ride with him and then
suddenly consented, the Dede in
whose eyes the golden glow forever
waxed and waned and whispered
‘hints and messages that were not for
his ears. In all such things he saw
the glimmering profundities of sex,
acknowledged their lure, and accepi-
ed them as incomprehensib!-.

But through it all ran the go!den
thread of love. At first he had been
content just to ride with Dede and to
be on comradely terms with her; but
the desire and the need for her in-
creased. The more he knew of her,
the higher was his appraisal. IHad |
ishe been reserved and haughty with
him, or been merely a giggling, sim-
pering creature of a woman, it would
have been different. Instead, she
amazed him with her simplicity and
‘wholesomeness, with her great store
of comradeliness. The latter was the
unexpected. He had never looked
upon woman in that way. Woman,

the toy; woman, the harpy; woman, |
the necessary wife and mother of the
race’s offspring—all this had been his |

expectation and understanding of

woman. But woman, the comrade and |

playfellow and joyfellow—this was
what Dede had surprised him in. And
the more she became worth while, the
more ardently his love burned, un-
consciously shading his voice with
caresses, and with equal unconscious-
ness flaring up signal fires in his eyes.
Nor was she blind to it, yet, like many
women before her, she thonght to p'ey

with the pretty fire and esccpe tho

consequent conflagration.”

even ‘

the slightest

on a

shorthand |

“Winter will soon be coming on,”
ghe said regretfully, and with provoca-
tion, one day, “and then there won't
be any more riding.”

“But I must see you in the winter
just the same,” he cried hastly.

She shook her head.

“I've been pretty good,” he declared.
“T leave it to you if I haven’t. It's
been pretty hard, too, I can tell you.
You just think it over. Not once have
I sald a word about love te you; and
me loving you all the time. That's
going some for a man that's used to
having his own way. I'm somewhat
of a rusher when it comes to travel-
ing. I reckemn I'd rush God Almightly
if it came to a race over the ice. And
yvet I didn’t rush you. I guess this

| fact is an indication of how much I
do love you. Of course I want you to
| marry me. Have I said a word about
| it, though? Nary a chirp, nary a flut-
| ter, TI've been quiet and good, though
it's almost made me sick at times, this
| keeping quiet. I haven’t asked you to
marry me, I'm not asking you now.
Oh, not but what you satisfy me. I
sure know you're the wife for me, But
how about myself? Do you know me
well enough to know your own mind?"”
He shrugged his shoulders, “I don’t
know, and I ain’t going to take
chances on it now. You've got to
know fer sure whether you think you
' could get along with me or not, and
I'm playing a slow conservative game.
I ain't’ a-going to lose for overlooking
! my hand.”
This was love-making of o cort be-
| vond Dede’s experience. Nor had she
ever heard of anything like it.
| “So you see,” he urged, “just for a
square deal we've got to see some
more of each other this winter, Most
likely your mind ain’t made up yet—"
] “But it is,” she interrupted. *I

' you. Happiness, for me, would not lie
| that way. I like you, Mr. Harnish,
and all that, but it can never be more
than that.” ,
“It's because you don’t like my way

of living,” he charged, thinking in his |

| own mind of the sensational joy-rides
| and general profligacy with which the
newspapers had credited him—think-
| ing this, and wondering whether or
not, in maiden modesty, she would
disclaim knowledge of it.

To his surprise, her answer was flat
and uncompromising,

“No; I don't.”

“] know I've been brash on some of
those rides that got into the papers,”
he began his defence, “and that I've
been traveling with a lively crowd—"

\ “] don’t mean that,” she said,
| “though I know about it, too, and
can’t say that I like it. But it is your
life in general, your business. There
| are women in the world who could
marry a man like you and be happy,
but I couldn't And the more I cared

] for such a man, the more unhappy I |

| should be. You see, my unhappiness,

| in turn, would tend to make him un-

| happy. I should make a mistake, and
he would make an equal mistake,
though his would not be so hard on

| him because he would still have his
buginess.”

“Business!” Daylight
“What's wrong with my business?
play fair and square.
| ing underhand about it, which can't
[ be sald of most businesses, whether of

j the big corporations or of the cheat-

ing, lying, little corner-grocerymen. I
| play the straight rules of the game,
and I don't have to lle or cheat or
break my word.”

“Don’t you see,”” he went an, ‘“the
whole game is a gamble. BEverybody
ganibles In one way or another. The
farmer gambles against the weather
aud the market on his crops. So does
the United States Steel Corporation.
The buziness of lots of men 1s straight
robkery of the poor people. But I've
never made that my business. You
know that. I've always gone after the
robbers.”

"I wizsced my point,” she admitted.
“Wail a minute.”

| bulance.

recommendation to Daylight—did the wouldn’t dare permit myself to care for |

gasped. |
I|
There’s noth- |

And for a space they rode in gi-
lence.

“I see it more clearly than I can
state it, but it's something like this.
There is legtimate work, and there's

| work that—well, that isn't legitimate.
| The farmer works the soil and pro-

duces grain. He's making something
that is good for humanity. He actual-
ly, in a way, creates something, the
grain that will fill the mouths of the
hungry.”

“And then the rallroads and market-
riggers and the rest proceed to rob
him of that same grain,” Daylight
broke in.

“There ain't much difference be-
tween playing halfway robber like
the raflroad hauling that farmer’s
wheat to market, and playin~ all rob-
ber and robbing the robbers Iike I do.
And, besides, halfway robbery is too
slow a game for me to sit In. You
don't win quick enough for me.”

“But what do you want to win for?”
Dede demanded. “You have millions
and millions, already; why can't you
do good with all your money?”

Daylight laughed.

“Doing good with your money!
Ain’t it funny, to go around with brass
knuckles and a big club breaking
folks’ heads and taking their money
away from them until I've got a pile,
and then, repenting of my ways, going
around and bandaging up the heads
the other robbers are breaking? 1
leave it to you.. That's what doing good
with money amounts to. Every once
in a while some robber turns soft-
hearted and takes to drlving an am-
That’'s what Carnegie did.
He smashed heads in pitched hattles
2t Homestead, regular wholesale head-
breaker he was, held up the suckers
for a few hundred million, and now
he goes around dribbling it back to
them. Funny? 1 leave it to you.”

He rolled a cigarette and watched
her half curiously, half amusedly, His
replies and harsh generalizations of a

| harsh school were disconcerting, and

ghe came back to her earlier position.

“lI can’'t argue with you, and you
know that. No matter how right a
woman is, men have such a'way about
them~—~well, what t&gy sounds
most convipeing, and yet the woiman
s still certain they are wrong. But
there is one thing, the cfeative joy;

, and it's a higher joy than mere gam-

bling. Haven't you ever made things

{ yourseM—a log cabin up In the Yu-

kon, or a canoe, or raft, or something?
And don’t you rememher how satls-
fled you were, how good you felt,
while you were doing it and after you

_' had it done?”

While she spoke his memory was

' busy with the associations ghe recall-
| ed. He saw the deserted flat on the

river bank by the Klondike, and he

| saw the log cabins and warehouses —_
spring up, and all the log structures |

he had bullt, and his sawmilly work-

ing night and day on three shifts.
“Why, dog-gone it, Miss Mason,

you're right—in a way. I've bullt

hundreds of houses up there, and I
remember I was proud and glad to
see them go up. I'm proud now, when |

I remember them. And there was
Ophir—the most God-forsaken moose-
pasture of a creek you ever lald eyes
on. I made that iInto the big Ophir.

Why, I ran the water in there from
|the Rinkabllly, eighty miles away. '
They all sald I couldn’t, but I did it,

and I did it by myself. The dam and
the flume cost me four million. But
you should have seen that Ophir—pow-
er plants, electric lights, and hun-
dreds of men on the pay-roll, working
night and day., I guessg I do get an
inkling of what you mean by makinp
a thing. I made Ophir, and she was a
hummer.”

“And you won something there that
was more than mere money,” Dede
encouraged. “Now do you know what
I would do if I had lots of money
and simply had to go on playing at |
business? Take all the southerly and
westerly slope of these bare hills. I'd I
buy them in and plant eucalyptus on
them, I'd do it for the joy of doing it

| Resldences, Schools, Churches,

“l Like You, Mr. Harnish, and That
Is AIL"”

anyway; but suppose I had that gam-
bling twist in me which you talk
about, why, I'd do it just the same
and make money out of the trees. And
there's my other point again. Instead
of raising the price of coal without
adding an ounce of coal to the market
supply, I'd be making thousands and

thousands of cords of firewood—mak-
Ing something where nothing was be-f
fore. And everybody who ever!
crossed on the ferries would look up
at these forested hills and be made
glad. Who was made glad by your
adding four dollars a ton to Rock]
Wells? _

It was Daylight’'s turn to be sllentl
for a time while she walted an an-
EWer. ;

“Would you rather I did things l!ke1
that?” he asked at last.

“It would be better for the wor]d.l.
and better for you,” she answered)
nan-committally.

There Is more Catarrh i this soetion ot
the country than all oth:r diseases put
together, and until the lugt fow yeira
was supposed to be incurable, Ter o greag
many years doctors pronounced It a loeal
disease and prescribed lheal romedies, anil
by constantly failing to cure wilth 1mezl
treatment, pronounced it incurable. Bei-
¢nce has proven Catarrh to b a consti-
tutional disease, and thercfore requircs
constitutional treatment, IIall's Catarrh
Cure, manufactured by IF. J. Cht ey &
Co., Toledo, Ohin, i3 the only Cc.stiiu-
tional cure on the market. Tt i3 taken in-
ternally in doses from 10 drops to a tea-
gspoonful, It acts directly on the hladad
and mucous surfhces of the system. They
offer one hundred dollars for any easo it
fails to ecure, Send for circulars and tes-
timonials,

Address: F.J. CHENEY & CO., Toledo, O.
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Take Hall's Family Pills for constipation.
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